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Chocolate 


"If the NME knew about your greedy lust for bars of choc, they would have a field day, love." 


Morrissey heard Johnny's voice behind him and rearranged the papers on the coffee table guiltily, burying the 


purple Caramilk wrappers under some of Johnny's tablatures and a bottle of red wine. 
"How did you know? Aren't you supposed to be asleep?" 


Johnny waltzed in from around the corner and flopped onto the sofa next to the other man, pulling out a 


cigarette and lighting it in a single swift motion. 
"You woke me with your rustling wrappers and your purrs of delight” 


"There were no purrs of delight." Morrissey remarked indignantly. Johnny was always teasing him about 


something or another, and although he seemed annoyed on the surface, he secretly enjoyed it. 


Johnny pulled the fag from his lips and exhaled a puff of smoke. 


"That's making my eyes sting. Crack the window open" 


"Right." Morrissey watched as Johnny fiddled with the window latches with annoyance until it finally slid open, 
letting a cool draft slink into the room. He stared at Johnny's shadowy figure before the lit up night view of 
Chelsea and the rest of Londonfeeling a pang of affection, he crept up behind him, wrapping his arms around 
Johnny's waist. He watched as Johnny tossed his cigarette into the street below and turned around to face 
him, Morrissey planting his hands on the small of Johnny's back, tugging his body slightly closer. 


‘Its been so long since we've been alone." He whispered, looking at Morrissey's slippered feet. 


"I know." Morrissey moved his hands upward so he held Johnny in a soft embrace. He wondered if he could 


keep the little guitarist under his arm forever. 


Johnny looked up and kissed Morrissey's neck, soft and dry. "So long." he murmured against the goosebumped 
skin 


The kiss moved from chin to cheek to lips, and Johnny pulled away. "Chocolate consumption: affirmative." he 
muttured before kissing Morrissey again. Morrissey laughed but Johnny could feel the beggining of an erection 
pressing against his hip. So he took Morrissey's hand and led him into the bedroom. 


Morrissey fell back onto the bed and Johnny followed suit, sliding down Morrissey's striped pyjama pants gently 


as he sat on his knees 


